What the Fuck
[Chorus]

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

 

[Verse]

Ever seen my girl on the runway

Takin' turns but she tell me she the one bae

Big wave crashin here on a sunday

Paris to la chat 'til next thursday

Oh

Told me that she′s on the right way

Told me she's goin' far

Said she doesn't want a little cut

She just want the soul

 

[Verse]

And you can get high on the weekends

Low in the fall

She just hit my phone up

Tellin me I gotta go

Back to the land

'neath my feet

Is when I’m alive

And she ask me how to say it

It's on the tip of my mind

 

[Chorus]

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

 

[Verse]

Ya she′s the kind of bad I find appealing

She ain't gotta trip

She's the one with the powder

Nobody will guess that we speakin

She′ll be lookin like an angel

She's prayin they don′t see without her crown

Wings

Gold strings

She's one to sit on my drink

She loves to link with my br-(aaa)

For sticks

Hides behind her satin strings

She's- my kind of thing

Now she down on italian soil

The pound gets weaker

So low like like a spoiler

Import an egg stash

And a benson to roll her joint

With my la friends

She can always trust them to

Steer at the wrong end

From

 

[Chorus]

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck I say

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck


Accept This Option
What the Fuck?
[Verse 1]

She says:  Where's Seattle?

And how'd my store do?

Just bought the patent

On my graduation school

 

[Verse 2]

So what's with all the login?

And all my jobs are blue?

Packets gone to local

Well what is anyone to do?

 

[Chorus]

What the fuck?

What the fuck?

What the fuck?

What the fuck?

What the fuck is wrong with you?

What the fuck?

What the fuck?


Accept This Option